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to a tree. The way was now clear to make a dash for the bay and
perhaps escape, but such was not his Intention* There were still
many tons of supplies to be unloaded.
A light Hotchkiss gun was or: deck waiting to be taken ashore,
needing only to be mounted on its carriage to be ready for use.
This was a simple operation of but a few minutes.
"Break out some of them shells/*' he growled; then, calling to
one of the crew who had formerly been a naval gunner, he went
on: "An' you git that gun ready. We're goin5 to git out of here,
an' if that damned Ginnie tries to stop us we'll start the war
right now. An' if you can't hit him I'll rain him an' we'll take to
the water. Damme if I don't!55
We swung around and started out of the bight hugging the
shore as closely as we dared, our Hotchkiss loaded and trained
on the gunboat. She came in and circled the beach, not bothering
to swing her searchlight, which was fixed dead ahead, then passed
on out of the bight unsuspecting that the most heartily despised
and eagerly sought filibuster of them all was slipping from her
grasp. The Dauntless was painted a dull brown and was completely
dark, but the Spanish lookout must have been asleep or blinded
by his own glaring lights to have missed us.
One peculiarity of Spanish naval tactics was the general
practice of running at night with all lights burning brightly. Not
only the usual running lights, but dozens of others. We never knew
whether this was a show of arrogant superiority or fear of dark-
ness, but we approved the custom. It was a guarantee against
surprise.
Everyone on the Dauntless was keyed up to the highest pitch of
excitement, yet there was no panic and very little anxiety. But
during one long moment while the two ships were passing in
opposite directions less than hall" a mile apart we scarcely dared
breathe. Cartyra, having exact local knowledge of Cuban waters,
was at the wheel. General Nunez, knowing to a certainty that
if captured in such circumstances he would not be granted even
the formality of a trial before facing the firing squad, had taken
off his uniform and was ready to jump overboard. I, too, was
estimating the distance to the beach and wondering if I could
swim that far. But Captain O'Brien was magnificently calm. He
stood a solid pillar of self-assured strength beside the gunner, his
> tubby legs separated widely, his feet planted firmly on deck, his
white head gleaming softly under the stars.